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: NOTE. 


Tus true history of my little friend 
William is. written out for the press, by 
the special request of several judicious 
persons to whom the facts were related; 


and in the hope that its publication 


may subserve the cause of good morals 
in general, and of Sunday-school inte- 


rests in particular. 
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PART I. 


church claimed it 


| Tue pastor of 
| to be both his privilege and his duty to 
superintend the Sunday-school connected 
with his own congregation. He always, 
_ endeavoured to make it what, in his 
: judgment, every Sunday-school should be; 
that is, the kind and faithful hand that 
should gather in from the paths of the de- 
stroyer, the outcast, the neglected and 
the friendless, and lead them “Polite fold 


rf 
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of God. He frequently took long walks 
about the town to accomplish this import 


ant duty. 


On one occasion, as he was passing to 


the house of prayer on a Sabbath morn- 
ing, he discovered, near a public pump, a 
group of some half-dozen boys vigorously 
applying themselves.to a game of marbles 
He approached the spot where they were, 
without seeming to go out of his way, and 


thus came quite near them before they 


were aware of it; and in a pleasant tone 


addressed them. 


“Good morning, boys. Is there any 


thing here by which a person can get a — 


drink of water at this pump ?” ; 
Notwithstanding the gentleness of the 


oe 


vou 


i 
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| salutation, they were all aroused at once, 


and showed no small surprise at my pre- 


| sence and unexpected question. Stand- 


ing for a brief moment in silence, they 


_ suddenly wheeled and ran off at the top 
|| of their speed ;—all, save one, who com- 
' menced a slow, backward step, desiring 
_ to get away, but to do so at the same 
_ time with a little more self-possession: than 
| his companions had exhibited. 


The manner in which he eyed me 


| while endeavouring to accomplish his re- 


treat, and indeed his entire demeanour, 


| pleased and interested me much, and 


deeply engaged my attention; and I felt 
impressed with the thought that a prize 
was before me. 
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He evidently wished, before leaving, 
toregain some marbles that, in the con- 
fusion of the flight of the other boys, had 
been left on the ground. I therefore 
gathered them up, and reaching them out 
to him, said— 

“These, I think, fairly belong to you.” 

I then held up one, in particular, be- 
tween my thumb and finger, and added, | 

“This one must be better than the 
rest. Itis larger, and has several colours. 
What do you call it?” , 

Advancing, for the first time, a step 
towards me, he replied— 

“Yes, that is the best; it is the king. 
I call it Napoleon; it is the very best of 
the bunch.” 
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“Tt is certainly a fine one,” I continued. 
“J like it much. When I was a boy I 


| loved to play marbles. Thad a little bag 
| full of them.” _ 


“What! you used to play marbles ?” 
_ “Yes, when I was a-boy I did; and I 


| think, too, I have seen the ‘day when I 


could pretty nigh beat you.” 


_ Drawing a step nearer to me, with a 


smile, a nod and a wink harmoniously 


combined, and a good deal of emphasis 


withal, he said— 
“JT tell you what, I can slay ‘pretty - 


_ well; and you would have to’throw first- 
rate to beat me. Why, I have won all 
| these,” (pulling out of his ‘pocket a hand 
| fal of. marbles,) “and yesterday I sold 
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twenty for six cents. Did you used to 
win many ?” 

“Oh, I never played to win.” 

“For what then?” 


“ For the fun of it.” 


“ Well, I know there is fun in it; but 
I like to win. I suppose you do not — 


play marbles ‘now, because you are @ 
man.” . 

Finding myself on quite good terms 
with my new pupil, I thought it best 
to take another tack, and come a little 


- gloser to him. Said I— ° 


“You seém to be rather a friendly little 
fellow, and I should like to know your 
name, where you live, and what you do 
for a living.” 
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“My name is William; but people 
generally call me Bill. I live down town, 


* — ee 
= SSeS 


| and I don’t do much of any thing but play 
marbles.” 

“TJ should like to see you often,” said I. 
\ “ Well, as to that, I am here about 
| every Sunday, unless when I go sailing.” 


|. “You must come and see me.” 

i “Come and see you!” 

| “Yes, why not?” 

' ©Oh, you don’t want me to come and 
} see you.” 

| “Yes, I do, and I have some beautiful 
i| picture-books, which I will show you, 
‘| and tell you all about them; and I have a 
| large yard where you can play; and it 


| you will come and see me, I will make 
2 
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you a present of something that will 
please you.” 

His countenance plainly disclosed the 
surprise with which he heard these things; 
and how really too his little mind was — 
exercised between doubt and confidence. | 
Rocking his body, first on one foot, then 
on the other, and casting a look thought 
fully around him for a moment, he calmly 
inquired— 

“Where do you live?” 

I informed him. 

“Why, somebody told me that the 
minister lived there.” 

“So he does, and I am he.” 

“You the minister !” 


“Ves,” 
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| And you want me to come and see 
|) you?” 


“Yes, indeed I do. Come, and then 


() you will know if I am glad to see you.” 

| “Well, I must come some time.” 

| I then made an effort to bring him 
i nearer still to the object I had in view 
|| from the beginning of our conversation. | 
i I inquired—“Do you know where * *** 
i church is?” 

| “QO yes, it is in * * * * street.” 
“There is a Sunday-school in that 
! church, and I am going to it. Will you 
\ go with me?” 

| “I go with you to the Sunday-school ! 


| Oh, I cannot go now.” 


And he cast a careful glance over his 
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person, evidently impressed with a sense 
of shame at his dirty and ragged con- 
dition. 

“ Why not go now?” 

“Oh, I never went to Sunday-school . 
in my life; and I cannot go now, any- 
how.” 

“Do not say you cannot. You can. 
Come with me. I will take care of you.” 

“TI am too dirty and ragged, it will not 
do ;’—taking, at the same time, a still 
narrower look at his hands; and then 
pulling the fag-ends of a rent in his trou- 
sers over his naked limb. 

“Never mind—just stop here. I will 
pump the water, and you can wash your 
hands and face, and that will do.” 
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“You pump water for me to wash !” 
“Yes, certainly I will.” 

Again he hesitated; but finally said— 
“Well, I will;” and at once laid off an 


| old half-brimmed hat from his head, made 
_ bare his arms, and by our united labours, 


_ there were soon presented to view a clean 


face and a clean pair of hands for him. 
I took from my pocket a white hand- 
kerchief, and shaking out its folds, pre- 


| sented it to him, saying— 


“Take this, and wipe your face and 
hands with it.” 

“Qh, no! it is so white—no, not with 
that.” 

“Yes, yes, with this; I do so sometimes 


when I am out of doors and want to 
Q% 
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wash, and can get nothing else to wipe 
with—it will not hurt it.” 

He complied; and on returning the 
handkerchief, asked, with a tone and — 
manner that could not be misunderstood, | 

“Do you like me?” | 

The question went to my very heart. 
I knew what feeling prompted it; I knew 
its import, and felt its force. 

“Yes, [like you much. I hope you 
like me.” | 

“ Well,—I think I do.” 

“Come,” I added, “now let us go to 
the Sunday-school. We shall be late.” 

“Do you think I had better go now?” 

“ By all means. I want you to hear 
the little girls and boys at school sing, 


and then you can see the books and 
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go often enough, you can learn to read 


| 
ii pictures ;—and, above all, if you will 


yourself.” 


“JT cannot read much, I know; but I 


 ¢an sing, and whistle, and play the Jew’s 


> 


harp. 

I took his hand, and we passed on 
towards the church. On coming to the 
door, I said— 

“This is the place. When we go in, 
you will see the school, and the scholars 
will all be glad to see you with them.” 

Looking me full in the face, he said, 


| with much earnestness— 


“Oh, sir, [cannot go in—I cannot. Do 


_ let me goback, do. I am not well dress- 


ed, and I know the fellows in the room 


there will laugh and make fun of me.” 
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“They will not—they shall not—you | 
may depend on me.” 


His little chin quivered and his entire 


frame trembled. He stood an instant — 


in thoughtful silence; (my own heart — 
breathed the silent prayer to Heaven, 
that his courage might not fail him;) and 
then seizing my hand with both of his, 
he exclaimed— 

“T will goin; you will take care of me.” 

T have no power to describe fully the 
thrilling emotions of that moment. I 
then knew “I had my man;” for he con- — 
fided inme—he lovedme. Ihadwonhis | 
soul,—his whole soul. 

We passed in, hand in hand. The 
scholars too well understood my move- 


ment, not to know how to behave towards 
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the new-comer. There was no strange 
or bold gazing upon the ragged boy. 
We took our seats together. After 


| sitting a little while, I arose, and stated 


_ that now we would open the school. 


Every thing that was done seemed 
much to interest the lad. He was sup- 
plied with cards containing lessons and 


pictures, while several things were ex- 


' plained tohim. He appeared to be wrapt 
_in wonder. Surprise and joy mingled in 


|| his looks, and he seemed to say to him- 


self{—“ This is all new to me! Ihave 


' never seen the like before !” 


On closing the exercises of the school, 
he was committed to the special care of 
a worthy and skilful person, and at once 


a mutual attachment was formed between 
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them. This individual proposed to the boy 
to go home with him, and thus become 
more acquainted with him and his family. 

“No,” said he, “not to-day. I will go © 
home alone, and tell my mother about the ~ 
minister and the school; and to-morrow I | 
shall be glad to have you come and see us.” 

A just and honest self-respect led him 
to desire first to see his mother, that she 
might make preparation to appear to the 
best advantage in her power before his 
benefactors; and further, it showed clearly, 
as it subsequently proved, that in that 
then young and untutored mind lay the 
germs of a true ambition, and a correct 
discernment of duty. 

The visit was made the next day ac- 


cording to the request. The boy’s father 
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and mother were both addicted to the ex- 
cessive use of intoxicating liquors. The 
former, however, followed the seas, and 
was but little with his family, and that 
only at long intervals and for periods of 
short duration. He was at this time 
absent. 


The wretched mother was deeply af- 


fected at the kindness her boy had re- 


ceived from strangers; and seemed scarce- 
ly able to account for it. 

The Sunday after his first visit to the 
school, Bill appeared in his new suit, ob- 
tained for him by his good and faithful 


_ patron, to whose care he had been trans- 


ferred. 
No beiter scholar, as to behaviour, 


punctuality and application, was found 
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in that, or any other school, than this 
same little Bill. 

His brothers and sisters, (the latter 
were older than himself,) influenced by 
his example, were induced to attend the 
school with him, and his mother was per- 
suaded to attend church. Nor was this 
young disciple satisfied until, with the 
aid of his teacher, he had won over to the 
school and to attendance at church, seve- 
ral other vagrant children, among whom 
were nearly, if not all the boys who, at 
our first imterview, ran away from the 
pump! 

The pastor finally left this field of his 
successful labours; and for a long time 
had no further opportunity to know the 
history of Little Bil. 
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PART ILI. 


In the year 18— the same pastor had 


~ occasion to visit what was then called the 


“Far West.” At the close of a beautiful 
day in the month of July, just at dusk, as 
he was walking along one of the streets of 
a Western city of much note, with one arm 
thrown backward across his back, he felt 


the sudden and firm grasp of some other 


hand upon his own as it was thus placed. 


Turning quickly about, he found himself 
facing a young and well-dressed gentle- 


man, of tall and elegant stature, and in 
3 
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all respects exceedingly fair to look upon. 
At the same time he manifested very 
deep emotion, for which the pastor was | 
utterly unable to account. Without loos- 
ing his hold, the stranger said, . 

“You do not know me!” 

“No, yet Isee about your countenance 
something that is quite familiar to me. 
Have we ever met before? And, if so, 
when and where ?” 

The young man became more and 
more agitated, while large tears started to 
his eyes, and fell rapidly down his cheeks; 
but: he uttered not a word. 

“Tell me,” said I, “do tell me what 
this mears. You distress me. 

“Vo you reii2mber little Bill that you 
found ut the pwap in ** * * *, the one 
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you led to the Sunday-school, and used 
to love so well? I am he.” 

And throwing his arms about my neck, 
he wept like a babe. I need not say, 
that he did not weep alone. | 

“Ah,” he continued, “that interview 


with you at the pump was the moment 


of my salvation. You, as the instrument 


. in the hands of Divine Providence, saved 


me. Liver since our last separation, I 
have longed to see you. You have 
shared most sincerely in my supplications 
at the throne of grace. You passed the 
store yonder, where I was; and at the 
first glance I knew you, and followed you, 
almost without any thought of what I 


was doing, and seized that very hand 


_ which once, when I was a poor, outcast 
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boy, led me to the house of God! Your 
singular and unfailing kindness to me at 
that time has been in my thoughts by | 
day, and often in my dreams at night. 
Then, I knew not the spirit that prompted 
your actions; but now, I trust Ido. It } 
was the spirit of compassion that flows 
from the gospel; the spirit of Him who 
went about doing good.” 

“YT am thankful,” said the pastor, : 
“thus to meet you, and especially to find | 
that you are so deeply and truly impressed | 


with those good and holy things which |) 


at that time it was my earnest desire and 
effort to fix, lastingly, in your mind. I 
too can say that you have shared in my 
prayers to our great Creator and Redeem- 


er, from the time of our first acquaintance — 


ii 
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to this hour. I hope you have done 


and still are doing well in things temporal 


as well as in things spiritual.” 


“ As to what you early taught me,” he 
remarked, “you must have been quite 
successful, certainly so far as impressions 
and my own understanding of them: are 


concerned; for, indeed, it seems to me 


that not even then, when I was but a 


child and so very ignorant, did you 
utter one word of instruction or counsel 
to me that I have not always clearly 
and definitely retaimed in my mind. 
Why, sir, I can remember them all now, 


even as if they had been imparted to me 


|| but yesterday. 


“ All that I am,” he seriously added, “I 


owe under God to you; and not only my 
3% 
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self, but others of our family may express 


the same, for it is equally true of them.” 


“T should be very happy,” said I, “to | 


know something about your parents and | 
brothers and sisters.” 

“ About my poor father,” he replied, © 
with much emotion, “I can say but little 
that is definite, as he was much abroad, 
and finally, some years since, died from 
home. But I remember to have seen 
him when I thought he was really seri- | 
ous, and even affected to tears at behold« 
ing the change for the better, which he | 
could not but discover in his family; and 
Yam quite sure that my mother (es- 
pecially after she commenced attending 
church) used to talk with him about his 
duty to God and us. 
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“T recollect distinctly his once say- 
ing to me, after hearing me recite my 
Sunday-school lesson to my oldest sister, 
‘My son, I beg you never to be tired of 
your Sunday-school. The people there 
are your friends. I hope you will con- 


tinue to be a good boy, and grow up to be 


) a good and useful man.’ 


“This address affected me to tears; 
and on my father’s perceiving it, he 
arose, came to me, and putting his hand 
on my head, said,—‘ God bless you, my 
son, —and then passed by out of doors. 
I am not mistaken, I think, that he wept 
ashe went. Icannot but indulge the hope 
thatin his heart he garnered up the good 
seed, and at the hour of his death may have 


found pardon and favour from Heaven. 
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“ My mother became a true penitent, 
and an humble follower of the Saviour, 
and died in great peace. I have rarely 
seen a death more triumphant and happy. 

“My brothers and sisters, as you 
doubtless will recollect, were enticed to 
the Sunday-school, which early brought 
them happily and effectually under re- 
ligious influence, that was not lost upon 
them. They have all grown up pious 
men and women, and maintain exem- 
plary Christian lives. 

“Our heavenly Father has favoured 
me with more than a mere competency 
of this world’s goods. He has also given 
me an honourable place and name in his 
church, and blessed me with the privilege 
of being a Sunday-school teacher. 
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“And now,” continued my young friend, 

“you must go with me; for I must see 
you at my home.” 
- It was with sincere regret that I was 
compelled, owing to previous engagements 
which I could not set aside, to forego this 
pleasure. 

“Well,” said he, “I have one more 
favour to ask of you.” 

“ What is that?” I inquired. 

“That you would raise your hat and 
permit me to cut from your head a single 
lock of your hair. You will not deny me 
this?” 

“ No, I will not.” 

Taking from his pocket a pair of 
merchant’s scissors, he accomplished his 


wish. 


84 LITTLE BILL AT THE PUMP. 


“Now,” said I,“ allow me to receive 
from you the same memorial.’—And there 
we stood under the open sky, exchanging 
that common memento of love and friend- 
ship,—there we stood together, for the first 
time after the lapse of several years, in 


which interval the young minister had 


passed to middle life, and the boy to man- -/ 


hood,—there we were together for the 
last time, until we stand, as I trust we 
finally shall, before “the throne of God 
and the Lamb,” in “glory everlasting.” 
My friend is dead, and we cannot but 
hope that we may be yet able to give all 
the particulars of the event; which would 
supply us with another instructive and 
- profitable little volume. He died happy, 
knowing in whom he had believed... In 


“ There we stood under the open sky, exchanging that 
common memento of love and friendship.” —p 34. 
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i ‘the cause of Christ he faithfully laboured 
/ all the days of his pious pilgrimage, and 
j in aid of it he contributed cheerfully and 
] liberally of his pecuniary substance ac- 
| cording to his honest ability. 

: 


No one branch of religious duty was 


i dearer to him, or more engaged his atten- 


tion, and in none did he serve with more 


affection, ardour and success, than in 
} that of the Sunday-school, for he knew its 
| benefits and blessedness by hisown happy 


experience. 
In vain should I attempt to give a full 
and just description of my own joyous 


1 
| feelings in connection with this occasion. 


fort. Bit, thaiiks be to God, then «und 
now, (and I trust it wilk continue so with 


| Tongue and pen would fail me in the ef 
| 
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me until this present life shall terminate.) 
this entire circumstance, in all its aspecta 
and bearings, opens to me a fountain of — 
sweet and cheering peace. Itis the peace 
that flows only out of the deep convic- 
tion “that he which converteth a sinner 
from the error of his way shall save a 
soul from death and hide a ‘multitude of 
‘sins.” 

“Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us, but 
unto thy name give glory, for thy morey { 
and thy truth’s sake.” iy 

Reader, cast thy bread upon the wataxs, 
for thou shalt find it after many days 
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